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He sat in the room, bass straddled across his lap. He wasn't playing, his fingers didn't even touch the strings, 
but he held it in an attempt to feel his presence. It had been a while since they'd seen each other, a long while, 


but his loss had still hit him like a train on the track. 

He breathed in the cold air, beer, stale smoke, sweat. Misfits records strewn on the floor. Jeans still thrown 
across the bed. No one dared pack them away. Packing his things away meant it was over, it was final, and no 
one was ready to face that yet. 

He held the bass tight in his hands. Tears pricked at his eyes and he blinked them away. 


Don't cry, don't cry, don't let them see you cry. 


He took a deep breath and steadied himself again Willing himself to just stay cool. 


Just stay cool. 


A breeze floated lazily in through the open window. It was cold but shutting the window meant putting down 
the bass, and that wasn't something he wanted to do just yet. Not yet. He wasn't ready. 


Downstairs he heard voices, happy voices recalling happier times, sad voices detailing their pain, and then 
hushed voices speculating on just what had happened. How he hated those hushed voices. How he wished he'd 
been there. 


Truth was he felt he wasn't welcome. He'd even heard someone mutter something about "who told Dave" as 


he'd walked in. 
Ignore it, he told himself, you have every right to be here. He was your friend. He IS your friend. 


Dave took a deep breath and steadied himself. He knew he had to be there but wished with everything that 


this wasn't the reason. 


"Hey," a voice came from towards the door. Dave knew this voice. He turned to see the scruffy, curly haired, 
Kirk staring right at him. He had no beef with him, afterall he hadn't kicked him out of the band. But he 
couldn't help feeling a little jealous of him. Either way, it didn't matter at that moment. Dave gave Kirk a sort 
of half smile and turned back to the bass and the breeze from the window. 


Be cool Dave, just be cool. 


"He talked about you, you know?" Kirk said sitting on the edge of the bed next to Dave. 
He felt the tears pricking at his eyes again. He didn't want to do this, not with him. He nodded, acknowleding ‘the 
comment but not wanting to turn and face him. He felt fragile. 

"He would have been really happy that you came," Kirk continued. 

Dave took a deep almost hiccuped breath. He could feel himself buckling. 

"| know we don't really get along," Kirk began. 

Don't. 

"But | just wanted to say." 

Stop. 

"I'm so sorry for your loss.” 

Fuck. 


It was my bunk, and it should have been me." 
Dave turned to see the tears streaming down that man's face. The man that he had felt so much anger and 
jealousy towards was sitting before him with tears streaming down his cheeks. He needed someone to say it 


was okay, it wasn't his fault, to forgive him so that he could forgive himself. 


He let go, allowing the tears to well in his eyes. Allowing them to spill over onto his cheeks. He gingerly placed 


the bass back on the floor and made his way over to sit next to Kirk. 

"Is okay," he mummbled. 

"|" Kirk began. 

"No, | mean," Dave took a deep breath and ran his hand through his hair, "I mean it's okay." 
Kirk looked at him with tear stained cheeks and began to mummble something unintelligable. 
"You weren't to know, it's not your fault" 

"But, but it was my bunk, it should have been me," Kirk said quietly. 

‘Its not your fault," Dave repeated. 

"But" 

‘Its not your fault." 

He reached out and put his arm around him before he could say anything. Kirk buried his head in Dave's red 
curls and began to cry, hard. Dave pulled his other arm around him and Kirk sobbed harder. 
"I'm sorry, I'm so fucking sorry," Kirk managed. 


"ls okay," Dave said as he began to cry himself. 


Kirk tried to push himself away from Dave but he was sobbing and couldn't find the strength. Dave held him 
as he cried, tears running down his own cheeks. Finally Dave pushed Kirk up. 

Its not your fault," Dave instructed as Kirk sniffled and wiped his cheeks. 

"| know," he said quietly. 

"| mean it, it's not your fault.” 

Kirk nodded and sucked down some quick breaths. Downstairs laughter roared. Kirk forced a smile and stood up. 
"Thanks," he managed. 

"No problem," Dave said standing up. 


Kirk left the room and Dave looked out the window, the white curtains shifting lazily as the breeze began to 
die down. He patted himself down looking for a pen and paper. Finally he fished a small notebook out of his 
pocket and began to write. 


| had no idea what itd cost 
My life passed before my eyes 


| found out how little | accomplished 
All my plans denied 


So as you read this know my friends 


I'd love to stay with you all 


Smile when you think of me 
My body's gone 
That's all. 


